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at certain periods of the year, flock here in great numbers; and, the lake
being consecrated to Krishna, all the sanctuaries are dedicated to Krishnayan
divinities.

The mahunt of the principal temple, which is dedicated to Juggernauth (" the
Lord of the World"), invited us to visit the abode of his god. To my great
astonishment, he conducted us into the sanctuary itself, where, by the dim light,
we distinguished a graceful marble idol of the handsome shepherd dancing before
the milkmaids of Muttra. He also showed us over the convent, taking us into
the several rooms, where the fat Brahmins live in pious contemplation. This
mahunt was a remarkable individual. He had been an old bandit, but, finding
his sword was becoming irksome to him, he turned saint in his old age; and his
whole appearance bespoke the warrior, with the exception of his bare head and
shoulders, which were smeared with oil and cinders, after the manner of the
anchorites. His curled moustache and pointed whiskers, and the dagger at his
belt, contrasted strangely with the sacred triple cord which hung from his neck.
His anecdotes, too, were, like his personal appearance, a mixture of the profane
and the religious; and, delighted at finding such ready listeners, he recounted
many of his adventures in the good old times, interspersed with the legends of the
lake. He showed me a paper which stated that when Lord Lake encamped with
all his army near Muchkounda in 1807, the water necessary for that multitude,
as well as a large number of elephants, was for a whole month drawn daily from
the lake, without in the slightest degree lowering its level; and two fairs, he
informed me, are annually held here, which bring together more than forty
thousand pilgrims. Three hundred religious devotees reside permanently on the
banks of the lake. Before leaving the temple, by way of testifying our apprecia-
tion of the kindly reception accorded to us by the mahunt, I deposited a few
rupees in the plate which is placed at the foot of the idol; and our offering was
accepted by the god, who, in return, sent us a plate of sweetmeats.

On leaving Muchkounda we crossed the hills to the Pourana Chaonee. This
town was built at the end of the last century by tne first J&t rajah of Dholepore;
and the king continued to reside there until the present king founded the Naya
Chaonee, about two miles from it. In spite of being thus abandoned by the
Court, the town is still prosperous; ^e bazaars are clean, and present an animated
appearance; and, in point of natural position and aspect, it is far superior to its
rival. The buildings of the palace, which remind one of those at Digh, are
encompassed by a beautiful garden.

The first thing you come to on leaving the town is an old ruined mosque, in
front of which lies an enormous bronze cannon, nearly eighteen feet long, and
curiously embossed. I was told that it was taken at Agra by the Jflt3 of
Dholepore, who transported it hither as a trophy.

On the morning of the I3th> the Bewan Gungadhar Rao called at our
bungalow to conduct us to the palace, where the king awaited us in durbar,
surrounded by his Court As we entered the audience-chamber every one rose,
and the prince, advancing, shook hands with us, and made us sit down beside
him.

The Maharaj Rana Bagwan Sing, an old man of about sixty, is a true
specimen of the J&t warrior. He has a gentle but manly expression of counten-
ance, in which respect he is unlike the Eajpoot race; and his long white whiskers,